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Anyhow, we could not get into the temple dedicated to
that gentle good-looking young man of azure-blue colour,
attired and crowned like a king of ancient times, and
celebrated for his ten incarnations, who represents the
" Preserver," as opposed to Siva, the ferocious " Destroyer/'
and is acknowledged by the Vaichnavas (or worshippers
of Vishnu) to be chief among the three hundred and
thirty million deities of this pre-eminently polytheistic
mythology.
But we had no reason to regret our excursion to the
Sacred City, nor to the Vishnu-Pad. It would be utterly
impossible to describe the confused mass of temples and
the endless succession of courts which we traversed. The-
seus himself, with Ariadne's thread in his hand, would have
been lost in such a labyrinth, and after all we were refused
admittance to the sanctuary! We finally descended the
rocky eminence of Gayau
Captain Hood was furious. He seemed disposed to
deal summarily with the Brahmin who had turned us
away.
Banks had to restrain him forcibly.
"Are you mad, Hood?" said he. "Don't you know
that the Hindoos regard their priests, the Brahmins, not
merely as a race of illustrious descent, but also as beings
of altogether superior and supernatural origin ? "
When we reached that part of the river Phalfjou which